THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

hands moved quickly and her bracelets tinkled, and
even her shoes were gold or painted bright over the
leather. When she had passed the air was full of scent
for minutes, so that he could shut his eyes and think
she was close to him. He hated Volodara's dull-feeling
woollen dresses, and her cold, heavy furs; he hated
her lank plaits, and her pale face with cold duck-ponds
of eyes in it; and he hated her cold, still hands that he
had seen once taking skeins of fog and weaving them
into some pattern that would clearly have been as
unholy to the house priest as it was to him, and well
might have been to the thin old priests who still made
spring and autumn sacrifices before the neglected
idols of Dazbog and Khors.

In the Prince's absence he was master of the town
taxes and guards and dues. He could take first pick
of merchandise; fathers of marriageable daughters
brought him the touch-gold out of the dowries; he
took his tenth of the yearlings at the November horse
fair; squirrel furs and lumps of resin and forest amber
were brought to him in flat wicker baskets, shoulder-
high down the lighted hall. But it was all for Prince
Bracislav; and for a long time Sveneld put it honestly
aside in the treasure-rooms, taking only what was
perishable, or occasionally making the gifts that
Bracislav himself might have made, though perhaps
his own men might get a little more than their share*
But every week it irked him more and more; and it
was only because he thought Volodara was looking
at him all the time that he went on.
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